80    ONE-ACT PLAYS OF TO-DAY
SARAH. Good day to thee.                              [Exit ALLEYNB.
EMMA, Tha doesn't look so pleased wi* tha gift, Mrs Ormerod,
SARAH. It's not square thing of th' ould Parson, Emma,
JE should a coom an' tould me 'isself. Looks like *e were
feart to do it. A never could abide them curate lads. We
doan't want no grand Lunnon gentlemen down 'ere. 'E doan't
understand us no more than we understand 'im. 'E means
all reeght, poor lad. Sithee, Emma, A've bin a church-goin'
woman all my days. A was browt oop to church, an' many's
th' bit o' brass they've 'ad out o' me in my time. An' in th'
end they send me a fine curate with a tuppenny Testament.
That's all th' good yo get out o' they folks.
EMMA. We'm chapel to our 'ouse, an' e* didn't forget to
let me see 'e knaw'd it, but A doan't say as it's ony different
wi' chapels, neither. They get what they can outer yo, but yo
mustn't look for nothin' back, when th' pinch cooms. [Clock
outside strikes three.} Sakes alive, theer's clock gom' three.
My dinner *ull be nice an' cold,
SARAH. Eh, what's that, lass ? Dost mean to tell me tha's
bin clemmin' all this time ?
EMMA. A coom 'ere straight from factory.
SARAH.   Then tha doesn't move till tha's 'ad summat to
eat.
EMMA. My dinner's ready for me at whoam, Mrs Ormerod.
SARAH. Then just look sharp an' get it, tha silly lass.   Tha's
no reeght to go wi'out thy baggin'.
EMMA [putting her shawl on]. All reeght.   A'm off.
[Picking up tea-pot.
SARAH. Tha's bin a world o' cocunfort to me, Emma. It'll
be 'arder to bear when tha's gone. Th' thowt's too much for
me. Eh, lass, A'm feart o' yon great gaunt building wi' th'
drear windows.
EMMA. 'Appen ma moother 'ull coom in. Tha'll do wi' a bit
o' coompany. A'il ask her to coom an* fetch thee a coop o'
tea by an' bye.                                              [A knock at the door.
SARAH. Who's theer ?
SAM [without}. It's only me, Mrs Ormerod.
EMMA. A do deckre it's that Sam Horrocks again.